THE   MONASTERY    OF   SECLUDED    LIGHT

shop occupied one side of the courtyard in which
swam sacred fish. The other side was filled by one of
those exhibitions of pickled freaks and specimens
which, beloved by the inhabitants or not, flourish in
so many small towns both in China and Japan.

Outside the enormous scarlet entrance gates, dense
crowds filled the road down to the edge of the Lake.
Two boys of about seventeen, police probationers,
were trying to control the crowds and traffic, but
their self-consciousness and youth had the inevitable
result that nobody paid attention to them.

The crowds gorged the eye with colour. Dark and
bright blues, ultramarine blue, faded, patched, and
new, blue cotton trousers, coats and caps, blue cotton,
blue silk, everywhere blue figures of men, women,
and children, rich and poor. A flood of blue. Floating
on it were splashes and patches of other colours,
commonest of all the golden linen satchels that
hung at the pilgrims' waists and carried their food,
their offerings, their joss-sticks. The women wore
magenta bands round their heads, and broad green
belts, white socks and green or magenta shoes. The
colour was like the seething pool at the bottom of a
waterfall.

I walked on by the lake, along the modern motor-
road towards the Monastery of Ling-Yin. I resisted
the appeals of the boatmen to hire a sampan, despite
the temptation to sit in one of these floating barouches,